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It's a little after three am. when Izzy wakes to an insistent knocking on the bedroom door. He crawls off the 
bed, crosses the floor and wrenches the lock open, more than ready to punch the head off whichever one of 


his asshole band mates has dared disturb his sleep. 


"Izzy! Thank God you're here! Please! | need to talk to you! Because it's huge, lz! | mean HUGE!" breathes a 


frantic Axl as he stands in the hall with wide eyes and a very serious case of bed head. 


Izzy stares at him for a few seconds, blinks and then slams the door shut in his face. He pads back towards 
the bed and slips into it, wrapping himself around a still sleeping Duff and closing his eyes. 


The insistent knocking starts up again. 


This time, Duff stirs slightly and groans. 


"Who the fuck is that?" he grunts sleepily as Izzy sighs and climbs out of bed for the second time in less than 


two minutes. 


Trudging to the door, he grabs the handle, turns it and finds himself unceremoniously shoved aside as an irate 
Axl barges in. 


If you ever slam a door shut in my face again Stradlin, I'l fuckin’ castrate you and feed it to the cat," he 


snarls and then proceeds to sit Indian style at the foot of the bed. 
"Hey, Duffl Sorry if | woke you up," he says. 
He doesn't sound sorry at all. 


"That's ok, Axl. Its not like it's three in the morning and | have to be up for work at six or anything," Duff 
replies sarcastically and lies back down, hoping to get back to sleep without delay. 


"Not that we don't enjoy unannounced nocturnal visits from you Axl, but could you please tell us what it is 
you want and then fuck off?" Izzy growls, climbing back under the covers and pulling them over both himself 


and Duff. 


"| already did!" Axl tells him. "Like | said, it's huge! What the fuck am | supposed to do now? How do | get past 
this?" and he looks expectantly at Duff and Izzy. Who are clearly puzzled. 


"What's huge and why do you want to get past it?" Duff enquires, slightly intrigued in spite of his exhaustion 
Axl slaps both his hands over his face. 
"Am | the only person in this fucking band with a functioning brain?" he asks. 


"At three am, the answer to that would be a resounding yes," Izzy mutters as he traces little circles on 


Duff's shoulder with one finger. 

"Ok then," Axl says slowly. "I'll use small words and short sentences to make sure you both stay in the loop. 
Slash is huge. He's got the biggest dick I've ever seen And it's a little disconcerting when | know where he 
wants to put it. Do you get my drift?" he finishes, raising his eyebrows and looking pointedly at his friends. 
Duff and Izzy stare at him. 


They're appalled. 


Axl is looking for advice from them. 


Advice on how to have sex with Slash. 
Who apparently has an enormous cock. 


This is way too much information for Duff. He wants to go rinse his ears out with bleach and then weep. In a 


very manly, tough guy kind of way. 

Izzy leans forward and pinches Axl. Really hard. 

Axl yelps loudly and slaps his hand away. 

"Oh, Christ,” Izzy whimpers. "This isn't a dream. You're here and you're actually saying these things. To us." 
He turns and buries his face in Duffs hair. 

"Help mel" he cries. "Please fucking help mel" 

Duff pats his head gently. 

‘It's ok, Iz," he says soothingly. "Axl's gonna leave now. And he's never coming back. Ever." 

Axl huffs loudly. 

"Look, maybe laying this on you guys in the middle of the night wasn't my best idea We'll talk tomorrow when 
you get home from work, Duff!" he exclaims and he hops off the bed, sauntering to the door and smiling back 
at both of them. 


"See you sometime in the afternoon!" he says brightly and then waves goodbye as he leaves the room. 


"Sweet, holy, divine mother of all things fucked!" whispers Duff. "Maybe | should ask my boss if we can live at 


the restaurant from now on," he adds. 


"And if he says no, we'll just get a tent and camp out somewhere on the Strip instead," Izzy replies, still 


staring in Axl's wake. 


Bewildered, they both lay back down and are asleep again in seconds, only to be rudely awakened by Duff's 


alarm clock a few short hours later. 
He hauls himself out of bed and starts getting dressed. 


He is very surprised when Izzy follows suit. 


"Where the fuck are you going?" he asks. 
"With you," Izzy replies firmly. 


"But you don't work at the restaurant," Duff tells him, just in case he's had some kind of breakdown and isn't 


aware of his actions. 


"| know that Duff, but I'm not staying here to be waylaid by Axl and more talk of Slash's giant dick over 
breakfast. I'll just drive you to work and sleep in the truck til your shifts done," Izzy says. 


"But I'm working until four, Iz! You'll be bored out of your mind, man!" Duff states, staring foolishly at him. 


"l'Il take that over the sordid details of Axl's and Slash's sex life or lack thereof any day, babel" Izzy answers 
and Duff just shrugs. 


"Ok I'll bring you something to eat when | get my break," he says with a smile and they both finish getting 


dressed. 


Leaving the house, they climb in the truck and Izzy starts it up. The radio kicks in, blaring out Marvin Gaye's 


"Sexual Healing” 
"Oh, fuck!" Duff groans. "This is some kind of omen, isn't it?" and he bangs his forehead against the dashboard 
"lll get on the tent thing while you're working," Izzy promises. 

Still, they're both thinking the same thing, 


Just how big is Slash's dick? 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 2 of "Progression" I'm not really sure about it. Think of it as more of an interlude! My thanks to 


those of you who continue to read. You make my day 


Steven is deliriously happy. He's a little high, a lot drunk and he's gotten laid TWICE! Almost three times in fact, 


and all in one epic night. 


He's not going to think about the third time. That particular girl's suspiciously deep voice, deceptively strong 
arms and frankly odd insistence that he call her ‘Lola’ had him legging it out of the club and down the Strip like 
the hounds of hell were after him, only stopping when a pair of wide eyed tourists had asked him to take their 
picture outside of the Cathouse. He'd agreed with a huge smile and then he'd legged it again. Complete with 


their camera. 


Tearing out the film, he'd discarded it, before ducking into a pawn shop and bartering for quite some time with 
the dude behind the counter. 


"Eighty bucks. Final offer. Not a fucking cent morel" Pawn Shop Dude had eventually yelled, completely fed up 


with his customer's apparent lunacy. 


"Make it seventy five and you have yourself a deall" Steven had yelled back and, while Pawn Shop Dude had 
looked completely baffled, he'd still accepted. 


Steven had then handed over his "drivers licence" as proof of identity. 


"This says your name is Jeff Hudson, you're forty six and Native American," Pawn Shop Dude had said 


incredulously, looking back and forth from Steven to the card, jaw hanging wide open 


"And fuckin’ proud of it!" Steven had declared, smiling in a somewhat deranged fashion as he grabbed his cash 


and left the store with a cry of, "Aloha, baby!" 

And now? Now, he's on his way home to share his good fortune with his beloved friends. 

He trots up to the front door and leans heavily against it, only to be taken totally by surprise when he finds 
it's already open. With the result that he falls straight through it and face down onto the hall floor, landing 


squarely at someone's feet. In complete and utter darkness. 


He peers upwards and barely makes out Slash grinning down at him. It doesn't occur to him to ask why Slash is 
standing in the hall in pitch darkness. Most people would be weirded out by such a thing. But then, Steven is 


not most people. 
He hauls himself upright and throws his arms around his friend. 
"| had the best night!" he shrieks. Right in Slash's undefended left ear. 


"Great!" yells Slash as he stumbles backwards, holding both hands protectively over said ear. "I'm gonna have a 


ringing in my ear for a week, you fuckin’ asshole!" and Steven is chastened. 

"Sorry," he offers. 

Slash softens immediately. 

"So tell me about your night," he says and Steven does. In great detail. Leaving out Lola completely. 

Then he waves about his wad of cash. 

"We can buy a shit load of Night Train with this!" he tells Slash excitedly. 

"And maybe some bread and butter," Slash says, as he practically salivates. "We can make toast! | haven't had 
toast for months! And bacon! We should buy bacon! And coffee! Toast, bacon and coffee! Christ, | think I'm 


having a fuckin’ orgasm!" he screams as he grabs Steven by the shoulders, shaking him wildly. 


"Calm down, Slash. An orgasm's not that easy. We'd be having them every five minutes otherwise,’ Steven 


states, sounding oddly wise. 
Slash has to agree. 


"Anyway," he says, "| wanted to talk to you about something, Popcorn. Something kinda personal. That's if you 


don't mind listening." 

Steven pats him on the shoulder. 

I'm always here for you, Slash. Always. Talk away," he intones solemnly. 

Then he turns and walks off, leaving a slightly befuddled Slash in his wake. 

Slash blinks several times and then decides to follow him. 

In the kitchen, Steven has the fridge door open and is staring into it, looking slightly apprehensive. 


"Hey, Slash! There you arel" he greets, as if their previous meeting had never happened. "Would you mind 


getting me a beer out of here? I'm a little nervous since Izzy put that fuckin’ mouse trap in last week and | 


nearly lost my pinkie!" 
Slash brays laughter. 
"That was pretty damn funny!" he wheezes, remembering the drummer's pain fuelled dance around the kitchen 


Steven doesn't think so. He'd been sure he would never be able to hold a drumstick properly again and had 


resolved to get Izzy back. Preferably with a mouse trap to his dick. The bastard. 
Slash helpfully liberates a six pack from the fridge and puts it on the counter. 


"So, Stevie," he says as he takes a seat. "That thing | wanted to talk to you about. You know how me and Axl 


are together now?" and Steven nods. 

"I'm aware of your togetherness, Slash," he answers. "I'm also aware of how we agreed to keep it out of my 
face. l'm having a hard enough time with Duff and Izzy slobbering all over each other every chance they get. | 
mean, seriously! Izzy keeps licking Duff like he's a fuckin’ ice cream on a hot day! My brain is on overload as it 
is!" he finishes. 

Slash doesn’t think that Steven's brain could ever be on overload but he wisely decides not to share this fact. 
"Please, Stevie?" he asks. "| really need some advice." 

Sighing loudly and then falling out of his seat, Steven gathers himself and sits back down. 

"Go ahead," he says. "I'll listen" 

"Well, the thing is, I'm big. Really big. Scary big. And | think Axl's a little terrified. I'm not sure how to convince 
him that itll be ok. That | won't hurt him. That Il be really considerate and take it slow. Make sure he's ready 
and completely open before | push in But before | do that, | was wondering if you could.. you know... take a 
look? And then tell me if it's really that scary," Slash says. All in one breath. 

Steven stares at him. For a really long time. For so long, in fact, that Slash thinks maybe he's had a stroke. 


Finally remembering how to breathe, Steven starts whimpering. Loudly. And then he finds his voice. 


"Let me get this straight. YOU want ME to look at your dick. TO ACTUALLY LOOK AT YOUR DICK. And then tell 


you if Axl has cause to be terrified?" he asks. 
"Well, yeah. | mean, we're friends, right? And friends do stuff for each other," Slash says with a shrug. 


"NO!" yells Steven. "| mean, sure! Friends do stuff for each other but they don't cock measure! On behalf of 


said friend's boyfriend! What the fuck is wrong with you?" he screams and he shoots out of his seat, arms 


flailing about wildly. 


"Oh, come on, Steviel | checked the fridge for mousetraps for youl" Slash shouts, as if he's being the 


reasonable one in this surreal discussion 


"That is not the same thing! Its not even in the same league! Where's Duff and Izzy? | need them!" Steven 
cries, wrapping his arms around his midriff and rocking back and forth, much like a disturbed child. 


"Actually, | don't know," Slash replies. "Come to think of it, | haven't seen them for two days. Maybe they're 
dead?" he says with another shrug. 


"| fucking hope not! We're playing tomorrow night and Axl will go ballistic if they arel Like | don't already have 


enough to deal with," Steven retorts. 
He sits back down and puts his head in his hands. 


"Slash," he mutters, "we're gonna forget we had this conversation At least, | am. And now I'm going to bed. If | 


end up having nightmares, I'll just come by and smother you in your sleep." 
With that, he leaves the kitchen. There may or may not be tears streaming down his face. 


Alone, Slash sighs. And then takes his dick out of his pants. As he swallows an entire can of beer in one go, he 


looks at it. It's not THAT big, right? 
Oh, who the fuck does he think he's kidding? 


It's huge. 


Author's Notes: 

Online research (on a number of sites, mostly medical) tells me that the average penis is 28 to 34 inches in 
length and 3.5 to 3.9 inches in girth while in a flaccid state. So | took liberties. Because this is obviously fiction 
and strictly for laughs. 


Izzy peers through the window, shifting around uncomfortably, 

"Fuck," he says, "we really need to get a lawn out here. This gravel's tearing the skin off my knees" 
He stands up, brushes himself off and looks back at Duff 

"Don't think anyone's home," he whispers and Duff gawps at him 


"Half of LA. could be in there, Iz," he says incredulously. "Fuckin! window's so manky it ain't possible to see shit 


through it!" 

Izzy sighs. 

"I'm not sleeping in the truck again tonight, Duff. | got aches in places | didn't know | had from being cooped up 
in that fuckin thing for two nights. We're going in, we're sleeping in our bed and that's just fucking that!" he 
says firmly. 

Ok," Duff nods, "but | don't see how you could possibly have been more uncomfortable than me. My legs alone 
are longer than you, shortassl" and Izzy punches him in the shoulder. Not playfully either. Duff considers 
punching him back but decides to let it go when he's grabbed by the hand and hauled towards the rotting 
porch. He stumbles a little and falls against Izzy's back, knocking him into the door and then through it. 


"Good job, asshole!" Izzy snarls. "Our ‘creeping in so no one hears us' plan just went through the window!" and 


Duff giggles. 
"Or through the door!" he says, with a slightly half witted wink and Izzy grins in spite of himself. 


"You may be the only complete idiot I've ever loved, McKagan!" he says and he shoves Duff against the wall, 
kissing him wetly and sliding his fingers up the back of the blonde's leg to grab his ass. 


Duff groans softly. 


"Let's do this in bed, Iz," he says. "My back's killing me and you screwing me against the wall won't help it 
much." 


Entwined, they climb the stairs and head straight for their room. Duff pushes open the door and flicks the 
light switch, pulling off his shirt and tossing it away to land on the bed. And Axl's head. 


Izzy slaps both his hands over his face and whimpers. 
"What the fuck are you doing here?" he asks with a resigned sigh. 


"More to the point, what are you doing here in the dark?" Duff adds, folding his arms across his bare chest 


and looking at Axl murderously. 

"| knew you guys wouldn't come in if you saw a light on," Axl tells them as he hauls Duff's shirt off his head 
and dumps it on the floor. "Figured a sneak attack was the best way of gettin’ all three of us in a room 
together!" and he smiles delightedly at them. 

"Way to go, Axl. You dick" Izzy says as he sits on the bed and pulls off his boots, throwing them at the wall. 
"Good to see you too, Iz! Thought you two were dead since you haven't been home for three days!" Axl replies 
and then he reaches under the bed and pulls out a really large thermos. "| made lots of strong coffee to help 
keep us awake while we talk about my situation Put a little brandy in there too, just to give it a nip," he says, 
pouring the contents of the thermos into three chipped mugs and offering one each to Duff and Izzy. Who 
would both prefer to be dead, given the choice. 

Axl arranges himself comfortably against a mountain of pillows and lights up a cigarette. 

"Right. Let's get to it!" he exclaims, raising his own mug in a mock toast. 


Duff wants to smother him with one of the pillows. 


"No offence, Axl, but I've gotta be up for work early so could you possibly be someplace else? Like Miami or 
Toronto or maybe Kabul?" he asks. 


"| already thought of that, Duff! | had Steven call the restaurant earlier and tell them you were sick Granted, 
he told them you had malaria but | don't think they took him too seriously. So you have a day off tomorrow 
and we can stay up all night instead!" Axl says with another huge smile. 

"Well, thank you very fucking much!" Duff yells. "You just cost me a day's pay, you moron!" 


Axl looks affronted. "But you're always working lately, man!" he whines. "You never have time to talk anymore." 


"Yeah Duff, you selfish bastard," Izzy chimes in. "Who the fuck do you think you are, going out to work so we 


don't all starve to death? Honestly. You don't think of anyone but yourself, do you?" he says, arching his 
eyebrows playfully at his boyfriend and winking at him. 


Duff doesn’t know whether to laugh or cry. He settles for drinking his coffee instead. 
"You weren't lying when you said this was strong!" he chokes through a mouthful and glares at Axl. 


They are rudely interrupted by a loud, crashing noise from downstairs. This is followed by a hard, slightly 
muffled thump and then hysterical laughter. 


"Wonderfull" Izzy snarks. "Tweedledum and Tweedlefuckindummer are about to join us." 


Someone clunks heavily up the stairs and then Steven is standing in the doorway, smiling at all of them like 


he's just found a wonder cure for every sexually transmitted disease known to man 
"Hey, fuckers!" he shouts, waving about a bottle of Jack "Are we havin’ a slumber party? Let's all strip down 
to our underwear and have a pillow fight!" he slurs and starts tugging on his jeans, stumbling into the room 


and landing in a heap at the bottom of the bed. 


"If you take your clothes off Adler, | swear I'll beat you to death with Axl's thermos," Duff snarls and Steven 
stops tearing at his pants. 


"All right," he says with a drunken shrug and then asks, "Is your malaria better?" 
Izzy grabs Duff before he makes good on the thermos threat. 
| met a girl!" Steven continues obliviously. "Gave me one hell of a blowjob, she did!" 


"Really?" asks Izzy. "What was her name?" 


remember. 
"Brandy?" offers Duff. 


"Candy?" suggests Izzy and Axl actually howls as he hurls his mug at Steven's unsuspecting head, thankfully 
missing it. 


"| don't give a two bit fuck if her name was Hugewhore McSlut!" he screeches. "Get your heads out of your 


asses and focus on my problem here, you fuckwits!" and he glares at each of them in turn. 


"Really, Axl! Listen to yourself, man," Steven huffs. "You're being completely ridiculous! Who the fuck would 
name their daughter Hugewhore McSlut?" he finishes. 


Duff, sensing a meltdown of nuclear proportions on Axl's part, quickly changes the subject. 
"Where's Slash?" he enquires and Steven starts giggling. 


"He fell against the stairs when we came in. Knocked himself clean out! | put him on his back in case he has a 


concussion and throws up so he won't die!" he tells them, in between snorts of laughter. 
"You've never been on a first aid course Stevie, have you?" Izzy says. "You're supposed to put him on his side, 
with his knee bent up and his hand under his head, you fucking halfwit!" and he climbs off the bed to go 


rescue Slash from certain doom. 


"Wait!" Axl shouts. "This is a golden opportunity! Slash is unconscious and we all know how hard it is to wake 
the fucker up so we should do this now!" His eyes are practically dancing in his head. 


"Do what now?" Duff asks, a knot of dread forming in his stomach. 
"Look at his dick!" Axl answers. 


"No," says Izzy, with a frantic shake of his head. "Just, no. l'd rather have a colonoscopy live on stage. At the 


Whiskey. In front of hundreds of people." 


"Anyway, we can't!" Duff splutters excitedly. "The hall light's blown so we won't be able to see anything!" and 
he high fives a visibly relieved Izzy. 


"IFs ok, guys! | have a torch," Steven chimes, looking rather pleased with himself. 

"Of course you fuckin' do," Duff mutters, throwing his hands in the air. "| mean, why wouldn't you? Asshole!" 
"Go get it," Axl urges and Steven disappears into the abyss that is his room. He emerges moments later, 
clutching the torch and a half eaten slice of pizza. A half eaten slice of mouldy pizza which he proceeds to 


shove in his mouth and then chew on noisily. 


"Don't you love it when you find food you didn't know you had?" he asks them and Izzy wants to punch his 
stupidly happy face in. 


Follow mel" Axl says as he grabs the torch, turns it on and beams it in the direction of the hall 


Steven bounces past him, trips and falls headfirst down the stairs, landing in a tangle of limbs next to a hairy, 


snoring lump. 


I'm okl" he yells to his bewildered friends and beckons at them to join him. 


Duff really doesn't want to but Axl pokes him hard in the back and practically frogmarches him down the 
steps, hauling Izzy with them by the neck. 


They gather at Slash's feet, the torch illuminating his slack features. He is drooling from the left side of his 
mouth and there is a large, rapidly bruising lump on his right temple. He also smells pretty ripe. 


"Gee, Axl," Izzy remarks. "| can see why you're so attracted to him!" and Axl belts him across the back of the 


head. He yelps and belts him back. 

Before it develops into a full blown fist fight, Steven intervenes. 

"Let's see this wonder cock, then!" he exclaims and he is thrilled to find he feels no residual trepidation from 
his previous encounter with Slash and their dick discussion. High quality blow jobs really do mellow a guy right 
out, he thinks. Taking the torch from Axl's grasp, he angles it at Slash's crotch. 

"Somebody help me get his pants off," Axl says, kneeling next to his inert boyfriend. 


"Fuck right of fl" Duff tells him and Izzy nods in agreement. 


Axl begins working on Slash's jeans, yanking and pulling like a madman, grunting with exertion. He eventually 


manages to work them loose and slides them down as far as the knees. 

And there it is. In all it's glory. Because Slash has gone commando. 

Izzy, Duff and Steven all stare. 

"Jesus H. Motherfuckin' Christ!" Duff breathes. "That thing should have its own principality!" 
"Yeah," whispers Izzy, sounding awed. "He's a human fuckin tripod!" 


Slash's dick is nestled against his inner left thigh, limp as overcooked spaghetti but still a sight to behold. It's 
slightly paler in colour than his naturally tan skin and looks to be about nine inches in length, although without 
the aid of a tape measure, which none of them have, this cannot be confirmed. Its girth is also immense but 
Duff simply can't bring himself to put a measurement on it, even though he can't tear his eyes away. One 
long, blue, pulsing vein snakes a meandering path along the side towards the head which is uncut and a healthy 
looking pink. Is poking out of a shock of dark, coarse, wiry hair, his balls resting against the hall carpet. To be 
honest, they look uncomfortable. 


"You know, if he ever goes bald, he won't have to look too far for a hair transplant," Steven remarks. "That's 


quite a bush he's got going there! Look at it!" and he holds the torch closer as they all lean in further. 


"If you think its big now," Axl whispers, "you guys should see it when he's turned on! | swear it grows to, like, 


a foot!" 


"Slash's dick turns into a foot?" Steven says, gaping stupidly at Axl who proceeds to kick him in the shin 


"Now do you understand why l'm so freaked out?" Axl implores and looks at his friends with huge eyes. "What 
the hell do | do about this?" 


Nobody says anything for a moment or two. 


"| don't know, Ax," Izzy pipes up. "| mean, there's a couple of options. Like surgery to enlarge your asshole or 


reduce Slash's dick. Or maybe both." 


"Surgery's expensive," Steven muses. "We could rob a bank though. Just put stockings over our faces and use 


Izzy's gun" 
Duff snorts. "I'm not putting a stocking over my face," he states and resumes staring at Slash's crotch. 
"We're not robbing a bank. Or getting surgery," Axl spits and stands up. 


"Just as well," says Izzy. "We'd never get a stocking over Slash's hair!" and he cracks up at his own hilarity, 


holding on to Duff's arm. 
"It should have a name," Duff says decisively. "Something that big should have its own name. 

"ELAINE!" Steven shrieks suddenly. 

"In not calling Slash's dick ‘Elaine’, motherfucker!" Axl huffs with a look of total astonishment. 

"No, you halfwit! Hugewhore McSlut's name was Elaine," Steven explains, as if they should have known all along, 


"| can totally understand why you'd get it confused with Sandy," Izzy says, patting Steven gently on the 
shoulder. "Maybe you should lie down," he suggests. 


"Maybe we should all lie down," Duff adds. 
"So none of you have any answers, then?" Axl asks forlornly. 
Duff and Izzy exchange glances. 


"Have you considered actually talking to Slash about this?" Duff asks and Axl shakes his head, looking 
thoughtful. 


"No," he concedes. "That didn't actually cross my mind. I've been too busy having mental flip outs." 


"Well, there you are then," Duff says, sounding quite smug. "Tomorrow, you need to sit down and hammer this 
out. Strictly between the two of you. Without involving any of the rest of us in any way, shape or form. Cos 
while you're doing that, we'll be getting shitfaced as far away from here as possible. Also, have you ever 
heard of lube? Industrial quantities of the stuff will help ease the passage, so to speak!" he quips. 


Axl grins lewdly at him. 
"Of course I've heard of lube, you lanky bastard! | never said anything about us not having sex, did I? It's just 
that he wants to top for once!" and with that he kneels back down and redresses Slash, putting him in the 


recovery position. There's no way he's hauling the fucker's dead weight upstairs. 


Then they all go their separate ways. Axl to bed, Duff to the bathroom, Izzy to the kitchen to put another 


mousetrap in the fridge and Steven to God knows where. 


In his sleep, Slash shifts and rolls onto his stomach. In his head, dream Axl says, "My name is Hugewhore 


MeSlut.' 
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Author's Notes: 
Axl's first time with Slash. There is fear, awkwardness, mishaps, love and laughs. (| hopelll) 


Loud shouting is what wakes Slash. Well, loud shouting and the fact that he really, really needs to pee. Also, 
he's frickin’ frozen. He clambers to his feet, briefly wonders why his pants are undone and then staggers 
towards the kitchen It turns out to be the source of all the yelling. 

Steven is loudly berating Izzy for being a "mean, fucked up son of a herpes ridden, octogenarian whore." 

Izzy's yelling back that if Steven wants to get personal, maybe he should go visit his own hairy mother and 
extended family at the zoo's gorilla enclosure. Duff is chewing on a slice of toast, slurping out of a coffee cup 


and occasionally throwing pieces of bacon rind at his duelling friends. 


Slash blinks at them, opens the back door and pees out over the step. Doing up his pants, he turns back 
around to find them all silent and staring at him. Or rather, staring at his crotch. 


"What?" he asks with a confused shrug. No one answers. 
Sighing, he decides to make himself a cup of coffee and some toast. 


"So, son of diseased, elderly prostitute, what did you do to Stevie?" he asks Izzy. Who grins and points at a 


mousetrap sitting on the counter. 


"Got you again, Popcorn, did he?" Slash says with a laugh as Steven reaches out, yanks on Izzy's hair and then 
dances away to hide behind Duff's towering frame. 


"Bastard!" Izzy yells, rubbing at his head and glaring at Steven. Who can't see him, given that he's got his face 
buried in Duff's back. 


Slash butters his toast with a spoon and then asks where Duff and Izzy have been for the last few days. 
"Oh, here and there!" Duff replies airily, 

"Doing what?" Slash enquires. 

"This and that!" Duff says and laughs like it's the funniest thing anyone's ever said 


"You're a complete fucking moron, Duff," Slash tells him and Duff juts out his bottom lip, pretending to pout. 


"Defend my honour, Stradlin‘,' he commands. 
"Indeed | will," Izzy replies primly. "Slash, you're a huge dick!" he snorts. 
"In every sense of the word!" Duff adds as Steven giggles loudly. 


"Yeah!" he shrieks. "You're a cock of massive proportions!" and Slash looks on in bewilderment as his band 


mates fall around the kitchen laughing. 

He decides they've suffered some sort of collective head injury and ignores them. 
The door opens, admitting Axl. Who is wearing what appears to be a smoking jacket. 
Duff gapes at him. 

"Where the fuck did you get that from?" he asks. 

"| think it belongs to Izzy, actually! | found it in the closet," Axl answers with a grin 


"Well, | guess he did spend a lot of time in there before you came along, Duffl" Slash says with a laugh and 
then wipes coffee off his chin. 


"| AM NOT GAY!" Izzy shouts. "Only for Duff. And that jacket is not minel" 


Duff gives him a hug. Izzy responds by kissing him and things quickly get heated until Steven threatens to piss 
on both of them. And snap a mousetrap on Izzy's dick. 


Axl shrugs off the smoking jacket, throws it at Izzy and snatches Slash's toast out of his mouth. 

"Slasher, me and you need to talk" he says, grinning maniacally. There's toast stuck to his teeth. This is not 
sexy, Slash decides. He doesn't say so out loud Getting his face smashed in by a pissed off Axl is not how he 
wants to start his day. 

"Right!" Duff says cheerily. "We're off to, er, do stuff!" and he grabs Izzy and Steven, dragging them out of 


the kitchen and up the stairs before all three of them come pelting back down and out of the house at 
breakneck speed. 


Slash scratches at his head. 
"What the fuck is up with Curly, Larry and Moe today?" he asks Axl who chuckles throatily. 


"| think they're slightly traumatised!" he says and then proceeds to tell Slash about the events of the previous 


night. 
Slash is horrified. 


"| feel violated! And not in a good way!" he yells. "You have toast stuck in your teeth, motherfucker! Want me 
to pry your mouth open and have those halfwits gawp at you?" 


"Slash, you're babbling," Axl says as he runs his tongue over his teeth and then inspects his fingernails. 
"Anyway, Duff very reasonably suggested we talk about this," he continues and invites Slash to sit down by 
patting their two and a half legged stool. 


Crossing his arms over his chest, Slash huffs loudly and plants himself heavily on the seat. It wobbles 
dangerously but stays upright. Axl stands in front of him. 


"Your cock is intimidating," he states, "but if you're up for it, Im willing to try being on the receiving end of it 
bedroom. 


Stumbling up the stairs, he pokes Slash in the back and says, "No offence intended, but could you maybe take a 
quick shower first? You kinda smell!" 


Slash blinks, shoves him in the direction of their room and then almost takes the bathroom door off it's hinges 


as he dives towards the shower. 

Axl smiles and walks into the bedroom. He stops dead when he spots a small mountain of lube piled high in the 
middle of the bed with a note in Duff's trademark scrawl. He thinks it reads, "Get fucked, guys!" but it could 
just as easily be a manifesto of hatred, so bad is the handwriting. He sighs and chucks the note out the 
window. 

Slash appears, dripping wet. And completely naked. 


Axl stares at him. "That was quick," he says. 


"Im very incentivisedl" Slash breathes and throws himself at Axl, knocking him onto the bed and tearing his 
clothes off. 


Given that Axl is wearing only shorts, this does not take long. Slash presses himself against him. 
I'm so fucking excited!" he whispers and Axl pulls at one of his curls. 
"Calm down or this will be over before we get started!" he says and pulls Slash's head down to kiss him. 


Slash whimpers against his lips and trails a hand down his back. "How do you want to do this?" he asks. 


"Slowly," Axl replies, "and with a lot of lube. Which our thoughtful friends have provided in bucket loads!" 
Slash giggles. "Remind me to buy them a drink sometime," he tells Axl and reaches for one of the tubes. 
"Blueberry scented!" he remarks as he flips open the cap and sniffs at it. "I wonder if you could use this stuff 


on pancakes?" and Axl is slightly bemused. 


"That's not really what | had in mind for it, Slash," he says, "but | guess we can ask Duff and Izzy next time 


we see them," and he resumes kissing him. 
Slash coats the fingers of his right hand with the entire contents of the tube and then decides to use a 
second. Just to be sure. Then he wraps his palm around Axl's rapidly hardening cock and is most disconcerted 


when his fingers slide right off it. Axl laughs uproariously. 


"Shut up, fucker!" Slash snorts and wipes his hand off on a pillow. "Gonna start again," he says and Axl grins at 
him. 


This time, he uses only half a tube and slides a finger down to Axl's entrance, circling and rubbing against it 
gently. Axl groans and pushes against his hand. 


Slash breaches him slowly with just one finger and begins to slide it in and out. 

"C'mon, Slash!" Axl whispers, "I can take more than that!" and Slash duly obliges him with a second and then 
third finger, working him open carefully, scissoring his fingers as he searches for that one spot. His efforts 
are rewarded seconds later when Axl's eyes fly wide open and he yells out in wonderment. 


"What the fuck was that?" he practically screeches. 


"Your prostate," Slash answers, a huge grin splitting his face in two. "Feels good, don't it?" and Axl can only nod 


wordlessly as Slash continues working him. 


"Slash... I'm gonna.. you gotta stop doing that if you wanna be in me.. when I..." Axl breathes desperately in his 


ear, clinging to his shoulder. 


Slash pulls his fingers out and sits up a little before slathering his dick in enough lube to cause a shortage of 


supply in LA County. 


"Think we're ready," he says looking down at his boyfriend, whose face is tightly scrunched up in anticipation of 


what's to come. 
Slash leans forward and gently brushes strands of sweat damp hair out of Axl's eyes. 


"Ummm.. do you think you could unclench your face a little?" he asks. "It's kinda off putting. | promise to stop 


if it gets too much. | won't hurt you, | swear," and Axl looks up at him, pupils blown wide, a hint of fear in his 


usually stoic features. 


"| know you won't. | trust you," he says and, in that moment, Slash just wants to kiss him until they both die 


from lack of oxygen. 


Carefully, he lines himself up and begins to push in. Axl relaxes just a little under him and then wraps his legs 
around Slash's waist. 


"Keep going," he whispers and Slash does. Millimetre by millimetre. Literally. 

It seems to take forever and at one point, Slash is so overwhelmed by Axl's inner heat and tightness that he 
has to visualise the time Izzy and Duff threw up all over each other after a particularly fun filled night on 
the Strip. This manages to keep him in check until he's fully seated inside of Axl. 

Breathing heavily, he leans on his arms and presses his forehead against Axl's own. 


"You ok?" he murmurs. 


Axl gives a quick nod and then urges him to start moving, bucking up with his hips, his dick sliding wetly 
against Slash's stomach. 


It doesn't take long. Slash thrusts eight, maybe nine times and then Axl wails loudly, head thrown back as he 
spurts all over both of them without so much as the touch of a finger on his cock He clenches tightly around 


Slash who comes with a loud, raucous yell of his own before he collapses right down on top of Axl. 


Completely spent, neither moves for a couple of minutes, their ragged breathing slowly resuming it's normal 


rhythm. Then Axl shoves pointedly at Slash's shoulder. 
"Get off me," he whines. "I don't want to die of Crush Syndrome straight after an orgasm." 


"You're so fuckin’ romantic, Axl," Slash pouts as he rolls off him. "Where's your declaration of undying love, 


asshole!" and Axl giggles. 


"| do love you. And your monster dick Which is going to get a lot more outings now we've gotten this out of 


the way!" he tells Slash who smiles at him bashfully. 


"| love you too," he replies, taking Axl's hand and kissing his knuckles. "Now, be a good boy and go get a towel or 


something to clean us up." 
Axl raises his eyebrows. 


"Er, Slash?" he says, "It seems to have escaped your attention, but after my encounter with ‘Elaine’, I'm gonna 


have a little trouble getting out of bed, never mind walking!" and he bursts into hysterical laughter as Slash 
looks down at his dick and then back at him, mouth hanging wide open 


"You DID NOT just call my dick ‘Elaine’, you piece of shit!" he yells and slaps Axl across the head. 


Axl shoves him away with a laugh and a promise to never repeat it before adding, "We should really do 
something to say thanks to the guys for helping to get us here." 


Slash muses on this for a while and then suggests making them dinner. 

"| want to thank them, not kill them!” Axl snorts derisively and Slash shrugs. 

"We'll just get ‘em drunk then," he says, "well, drunker than usuall" and he gets off the bed, picks up Axlıs 
shorts and cleans them both off as best he can before he lays back down, pulls Axl close and falls asleep, 
snoring loudly. 


"Yep, you're very romantic!" Axl huffs and then he, too, falls asleep. 


Neither of them hears the others when they get back. And so they miss the idiotic laughter and equally idiotic 


preparations for the surprise "Congratulations!" party being thrown in their honour. 
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The kitchen resembles a pre-schooler's paradise. If said pre-schooler had first ingested a large quantity of LSD 


followed by a gallon of moonshine and then decided to become an interior decorator. 


There are multi coloured balloons and streamers everywhere, along with party poppers and some slightly 
incongruous tinsel. The window is coated in vomit yellow silly string, as is Steven's entire head and face, and a 
glittering silver disco ball hangs precariously from the ceiling light. Banners proclaiming their frantic, delirious 
congratulations on just about every imaginable life event line all the walls while two pink and purple piñatas are 
stood on the floor, which is at least two inches thick with confetti. Bowls of popcorn, peanuts and 
psychedelically coloured candy are laid out on the kitchen counter alongside an alcoholic's selection of cheap 
beers, wines and spirits, some of which are already empty. A life-size cardboard cut out of Big Bird is propped 
against the back door but pride of place goes to the cake perched on the table. Its red, green and yellow icing 
stands out like a set of traffic lights and Duff has piped the words, "In honour of your cherry popping!" on the 
top in pink tinged whipped cream. At least, that had been his intention Instead, the lettering looks like it's been 
done by a demented, ancient Egyptian who has a rather serious beef with the people who tried to teach him 
hieroglyphics. 


Izzy and Duff stand back and survey their handiwork with the deep sense of satisfaction and pride that can 
only be felt by the more-than-slightly-inebriated. 


Steven is wielding a baseball bat over one of the piñatas. 


"Can I? Can | start now? Please?" he begs, looking hopefully at his friends, tossing his hair and watching as silly 
string flies out of it. 


"No!" replies Duff. "We have to get Slash and Axl down here first. Can't start a surprise party if it's intended 


guests are a no show!" 

"l'Il go get ‘em then!" Steven offers and Izzy halts his march out of the kitchen. 

"We can't just tell them to come downstairs, you tit!" he says. "We need to figure something else out." 

Duff chews on his bottom lip and then his eyes light up. He crosses the floor and plugs in their worse-for- 


wear ghetto blaster. Turning one of the dials, he presses the play button and covers his ears. Immediately, the 


opening strains of The Ramones "| Wanna Be Sedated" blare forth at a decibel level solely created to make one's 


ears bleed profusely. 

"Fuck!" screams Steven, grabbing his head and ducking down as if he's in pain 
Duff lowers the volume ever so slightly and grins at Izzy. 

"That should be enough to rouse 'eml" he shouts over the din 


"That's enough to rouse the fuckin’ dead!" Izzy yells back. "| wouldn't be surprised if a horde of fuckin’ zombies 
are making their way to this shithole right now!" he spits and glares at Duff. 


From upstairs comes the sound of heavy feet (or maybe entire bodies) hitting the floor accompanied by Axl's 
very distinctive, pissed off voice yelling, "WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT?" This is followed by rapid footfalls on 
the stairs. 

The party throwers quickly switch off the light and press themselves to the wall just inside the kitchen door. 
It flies open a mere second later and the light switch is flicked on. Taking his cue from this, Steven leaps out 
from behind the door wielding the baseball bat over his head and yelling, "SURPRISE, MOTHERFUCKERS!" at the 
top of his lungs. 


Axl screams and throws himself bodily backwards on top of an unsuspecting Slash who goes down like a ton of 


bricks, Axl following suit. 


He holds his hands up in terror as Steven looms over both of them, still holding the bat and grinning through 


the silly string coating his features. He closely resembles an escaped mental patient. 


"Don't!" pleads Axl, his eyes saucer wide. "Please don't! We're sorry! Whoever you are and whatever we did, 


we're sorry! Please don't hurt us!" and Steven is totally perplexed. 


"Put the fucking bat down Stevie, you asshole! They think you're trying to kill them!" screams Izzy from the 


doorway and Steven acquiesces. 
In the kitchen, Duff is completely doubled over, howling with laughter, tears streaming down his face. 


"That's the funniest fucking thing I've ever seen!" he screeches. "| wish we had a video cameral" and he falls to 


his knees, unable to stay upright any longer. 


Axl and Slash scramble hastily to their feet. They both look mightily pissed off and Steven wisely backs away 


from them. Slash marches forward into the kitchen and then stops dead. 


"Did a fuckin’ dimestore throw up in here?" he wonders aloud as he takes in the scene in front of him. 


"Do you like it? Do you? It's a surprise party on account of you burying your wonder cock in Axl for the first 
time!" Steven exclaims breathlessly, bouncing up and down with glee and then he continues, "Its a ‘P! party! 
Popcorn, peanuts, poppers and piñatas in honour of Axl's cherry getting popped!" 


Slash stares at him. 


"You need help, Stevie. Professional help," he says and turns to look at Axl who appears to be rendered 


speechless 
Izzy, being a good host, hands both of them a beer and then helps Duff off the floor. 

"Never heard you scream like that before, Axl!" Duff says, still laughing. "Please dont hurt us!" he mimics. 
"| did not scream!" Axl huffs with an indignant toss of his head, "Steven just took me by surprise, is all” 
"And how did Slash take you?!" Izzy quips, causing Duff to double over again 


"You're both real funny guys, aren't you?! Wonder how funny you'll be when | stove your stupid heads in with 
Steven's baseball bat?" Axl snarls, starting towards an alarmed Duff and Izzy until Slash grabs his arm. 


"Let it go, Ax," he says. "Parties aren't fun if the hosts get murdered at them." 
"Hear, hear!" interjects Steven. "I'm gonna whack a piñata!" and he does. With gusto. 


The others look on with mouths wide open as he beats the living shit out of a defenceless party toy, yelling 


nonsensically at the top of his voice. 


"Take that, you fucker!" he screams, "and that too! Die, you bastardl" and he continues to rain blows down on 


top of the now utterly destroyed piñata. 
"| think he's got anger management issues," Duff whispers, eyes on stalks. 
“Somebody should get him a drink before he ploughs through the floor," Slash suggests and Axl does. 


Breathing heavily and sweating profusely, Steven gratefully accepts the full wine bottle from Axl's hesitant 
hand and polishes it off in one go. 


"Gotta say, that felt good" he tells them, wiping sweat and silly string off his brow. 
"Want to have a go?" he asks Axl, holding out the bat and indicating the second piñata. 


"Er, maybe later," Axl replies but he takes the bat and hands it off to Izzy with hushed instructions to hide it 


and never let Steven near it again. 


Then they all proceed to get completely wasted. 


A number of hours later, to a soundtrack provided by ACDC, Duff is sitting on the floor, back against one of 
the cupboards, bottle of vodka in hand and cake smeared all over his stomach. He is clad only in a pair of blue 


and white boxer shorts. 


Izzy is sitting next to him, his head adorned with a now empty bowl, lazily smoking and occasionally leaning over 
to lick cake from Duff's stomach and then press soft kisses to his cheek. 


Slash is laid out on the counter, hair in complete disarray. Axl is standing unsteadily over him, feeding him 


candy and pouring wine into his mouth. 

In the absence of the bat, Steven has disembowelled the second piñata with a fork and spoon and is now 
stretched out on the confetti strewn floor, gently cradling the head in his hands while looking into the eyes and 
making drunken, heartfelt promises to look after it's offspring now that he's killed it and it's mate. 


Then, as ‘You shook me all night long' starts up, he throws the head at a disconcerted Axl, wobbles to his feet 
and asks Big Bird to dance. 


"Epic fuckin party!" he declares and his friends can only shitfacedly agree. 
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Something hard is digging insistently at the small of Izzy's back. 


"For fuck's sake, Duff!" he whines. "Are you, like, permanently hard or something? Gimme a break, man! If | 


move, I'll throw up!" 


"Er, Iz?" comes a voice from somewhere above him. "Im all the way up here and | don't think I'm big enough 


for you to be feeling me from all the way down therel" 


Izzy turns his head to find Duff sprawled out on the table above him, head lolling over one side and grinning 
madly. 


"Then what the fuck is poking into my back?" he groans and Duff's grin grows even wider. 
"| think you'll find its Steven!" he giggles and Izzy jerks up so fast his head starts to spin 


"Adler, you fuck! What the hell do you think you're playing at, you fuckin’ pervert?" he snarls and scoots away 
across the confetti strewn floor to the relative safety of the back door. 


Duff guffaws loudly. 


"He's out of it, lz! And if you look a little closer, I'm pretty sure he's still holding the spoon he used to perform 
open heart surgery on the second piñata last night!" 


Izzy sighs in relief and then glares at a still giggling Duff. 


"Glad you're finding this funny, Duff. And you can fuck off if you think I'm putting out now!" he huffs 
petulantly. 


Duff rolls off the table and lands on all fours. Then he crawls across the floor towards Izzy and gets right up 
in his face. 


"| don't think you mean that," he whispers, nuzzling Izzy's cheek with his nose. "After all, we're the only two 
people conscious right now so it would be a pity not to take advantage of that fact by tearing each other's 
clothes off and screwing like rabbits!" and then he kisses Izzy hard. 


"Uggh! You taste like someone crapped in your mouth!" Izzy complains and Duff stares at him. 


"You bastard!" he huffs. You ain't exactly a bowl of strawberries yourself, Stradlin!" and he sits back on his 
haunches, trying and failing to put his usual wide eyed "l'm very hurt" expression on his face. 


Izzy sniggers. 


"I'm not falling for it, Duffy! Go brush your teeth and if you want me to tear your clothes off you're gonna 


have to put some on first!" 
Duff pulls himself up to his full height and sneers down at Izzy. 


"Well fuck you tool" he says primly. "Think I'm just gonna go jerk off in the bathroom instead," and with that he 
stomps out of the kitchen and up the stairs. 


Izzy gives him a few minutes and then follows. 


In the bathroom, Duff is standing in front of their piece of shit mirror, brushing his teeth and muttering 
about his prick of a boyfriend thinking he's too good to kiss him while he's got shit breath. 


"IIl kiss his fucking head off," he grunts to his own reflection and is very startled when he sees Izzy's grinning 


countenance reflected back at him too. 
"Could you please quit with the ghost like hovering shit?" he asks as Izzy slides an arm around his waist. 


"| could," Izzy whispers, "but then | wouldn't be able to surprise you anymore," and he dips his fingers beneath 


the waistband of Duff's boxers and slowly strokes him. 
Duff groans softly. 


"Ok," he murmurs, "you can keep doing ghost stuff as long as you keep doing that," and Izzy gives him a soft 


squeeze. 
Let's go to bed, Duff," he says and leads Duff out of the bathroom by the dick 


In their room, Izzy wastes no time in stripping down to his underwear and then Duff shoves him rudely onto 


the bed. 


"Time to kiss your stupid face off," he announces and proceeds to do just that with exaggerated sloppy pecks 
and wet swipes of his tongue. Izzy tries half heartedly to fend him off. 


Then they get down to business, each battling the other for dominance until Duff gains the upper hand and 


pins Izzy to the mattress, grinning down at him like a loon He licks a hot, wet trail from Izzy's throat to his 
stomach and then ventures further south. He pushes down Izzy's shorts, mouth about to close around the 
head of his dick and then it all goes to hell. 


The bedroom door bursts open and a still drunk Slash staggers in, arms outstretched and hair everywhere. 


"| love you fuckers!" he declares and then throws himself on top of his friends as they scramble to cover 


themselves up. 


"You two are the bestest friends a fucker could ever have in the wholest widest world!" he continues as he 


wraps Duff in a huge, hairy hug and ruffles Izzy's already ruffled hair. 
"Thank you, thank you, thank you!" he gushes. "Best sex | ever had! And it's all thanks to you guys!” 


Axl, who is currently suffering the worst hangover of his entire life and is dragging himself bodily up the 
stairs, reaches the top step just as these words are said. 


His eyes grow huge and a murderous anger takes him over. 

"SHOWER OF ABSOLUTE BASTARDS!" he thinks. 

Having a threesome while he's dying? Who the fuck do they think they are? How dare they! 
He stumbles to the door and picks up a drumstick lying on the floor. 


"Fuckers!" he screeches. He runs into the room and proceeds to beat Slash over the head with the drumstick 


quite violently. 


"Ow! What the fuck is wrong with you, you maniac?" Slash howls, covering his head with his hands. And Izzy's 
unprotected face. 


Axl then turns his wrath on a very bewildered Duff. 


"You sick, lanky, sex crazed alcofuckinholic!" he screams. "Izzy's not enough for you? You had to drag Slash into 


your fucked up sex games? I'm gonna strangle you with your own hair!" 


With that he launches himself at Duff, who neatly rolls sideways. This results in Axl smashing face first into 
the wall behind the bed. 


"Fuck!" he cries painfully, holding his profusely bleeding nose. 


"Are you ok?" yells Slash, dashing forward. 


"Don't fucking touch mel" Axl shrieks. "You weren't the slightest bit concerned about me when you were having 


your fuck fest with these two sluts!" 

"Nobody was having a fuck fest!" Izzy shouts. "Key word being ‘nobody'! Duff and | haven't fucked for almost a 
week! Mainly because of you two bastards! Now get the fuck out and leave us the hell alone before my dick 
shrivels up and falls off from lack of use!" he ends. 


"So you guys weren't having a threesome then?" Axl asks, looking a little contrite. 


"No. | just came up here to say thanks for being such good friends, is all," Slash tells him. "Which you've now 
completely ruined with your ‘act first, ask questions later‘ thing that you just did" 


"Oh," says Axl, still holding his nose. "I feel kinda stupid now." 
Slash helps him up and presses a tissue to his bleeding nose. 
‘Izzy, Duff? Im sorry," he murmurs. 


"Axl, if you don't leave now, | swear to Christ I'm gonna go out and buy Barry Manilow's entire back catalogue 


and force you to listen to it at gunpoint!" Duff snarls through clenched teeth. 

"| quite like Barry Manilow, actually!" comes Steven's voice from the floor outside the room and they all turn 
to look at him. "Especially ‘Copacabana’ and ‘Mandy'!" and then he starts singing, "Her name was Lola. She was a 
showgirl," completely off key. 

Izzy's had enough. He reaches under the bed, grabs his gun and points it at Steven 

"Shut the fuck up! All of you need to fuck off now. Before | shoot your cocks offl" he yells. 

"There's no need to be so violent, Izzy," Steven says calmly. "All you have to do is ask!" and with that he 
crawls away to his room, slamming the door open with his head and then closing it with his foot, singing 


‘Mandy’ all the way. 


The other four stare in his wake before Axl and Slash decide it might be detrimental to their health not to 


leave too. 

Locking the door behind them, Izzy turns to look at Duff. 

"So, where were we?" he asks with an impish grin. 

"| believe you were about to blow mel" Duff replies and Izzy shakes his head 


"Think it was the other way around, McKagan!" he says, "so get to it!" 


And Duff does. 


